MICHAEL  DRAYTON

At my decline, like angry planets frown,
And all are set before my going down:
The smooth-faced air did on my coming smile,
But with rough storms are driven to exile :
But Bulingbrooke devised we thus should part,
Fearing two sorrows should possess one heart,
To make affliction stronger, doth deny
That one poor comfort left our misery.
He had before divorced thy crown and thee,
Which might suffice, and not to widow me;
But that to prove the utmost of his hate,
To make our fall the greater by our state.
******

Then loose thy care, where first thy crown was lost,
Sell it so dearly, for it dearly cost:
And sith they did of liberty deprive thee,
Burying thy hope, let not thy care outlive thee.
But hard, God knows, with sorrow doth it go,
When woe becomes a comforter to woe:
Yet much methinks of comfort I could say,
If from my heart pale fear were rid away;
Something there is which tells me still of woe,
But what it is, that Heaven above doth know :
Grief to itself most dreadful doth appear,
And never yet was sorrow void of fear.
But yet in death doth sorrow hope the best,
And with this farewell wish thee happy rest.
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